Blithe Willy. 


WITH tuneful pipe, and merry glee, 
Young Willy won my heart ; 
A blither ſwain you could na ſee; 
All beauty, without art. 
Willv's rare, and Willy's fair, 
And Willy's wond'rous bonny; 
And Willy ſays he'll marry me, 
Gin efer he marries ony, 


Ohl came you by yon water fide ? 
Pull'd you the roſe, or lily? 
Or came you by yon meadow green, 
Or ſaw you my ſweet Willy ? 
Willy's rare, &c. 


Syne now the trees are in their bloom, 
And flowers ſpread o'er ilka field, 
I'll meet my Lad amang the broom, 
And lead him to my ſummer's ſhield. 
Willy's rare, &c. 
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